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MalthimL                     So do you well;

Yet had I rather on the queen's appeal
In her dead father's and her young child's name
Pleading for lite, with proffer to resign
Her kingdom to the council's hands or his
Whom it may mark for regent, she might live
Even yet our titular queen, and in her name
The council govern of our trustiest heads,
While in safe ward of England or of France
Far from his kindred might her son grow safe,
And under strange and kindlier suns his strength
Wax ripe to bear a kingdom ; to this end
Save BothwelFs life I see no present let,
Who lives her shame and danger, but being slain
Takes off from her the peril of men's tongues
And her more perilous love that while he lives
It seems will never slacken till her life
Be made a prey for his, but in his death
Dies, or lives stingless after; wherefore most
It now imports us to lay hand on him
And on that capture to proclaim divorce
Between them ere he die, as presently
His deatii should seal it and his blood subscribe.
So might she live and bring against our cause
No blame of men or danger.

Morton.                               In my mind

Better it were to crown her son for king
And send her for safe keeping hence in guard
To live in England prisoner while we stand
As safe from her as blameless of her blood